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\yi n  Exquisite  New  Castile  Shampoo 


Marchands 

Castile  Shampoo 


MEW — Morchand's  hove  discovered  a  formula  for 
a  decidedly  superior  shampoo. 

EXQUISITE — Made  to  make  hair  lustrous  and  lovely, 


use  Morchand's  Castile  Shampoo  for  a  change,  for 
a  wonderful  change  in  the  condition  of  your  scalp 
ond  the  beauty  of  your  hair. 

(despite  rinsing)  making  it  dull,  streaky— also  tending 
to  dry  out  the  scalp.  Morchand's  contains  the  highest 
grade  of  virgin  olive  oil  to  nourish  the  scalp  and  help 
retard  dandruff.  Morchand's  cleanses  gently  and 
thoroughly— Icoving  the  hair  exquisitely  soft,  easy  >|  R, 
to  comb— perfect  for  waving  or  dressing.  The 


natural  color  is  not  lightened  or  changed. 

Best  for  children's  tender  scalps  and  for  men  with 
dandruff.  Exceptionally  low  price — 

A  LITTLE  GOES  A  LONG  WAY 


Addr.it .  cav .  Slot.  . 


RADIO  STARS 


(Above,  left  to  right)  Fred  Woring, 
McClintock,  all  of  the  new 


LOVE  STORY  .  .  , 

RADIO  STYLE 

As  kids,  Fred  Waring  and  Poley  McClintock 
both  loved  the  same  girl.  Neither  would 
admit  it  until. ..but  you  must  read  it  to  believe  it 


and^Polcy  .McCImtock.  They  grew 


beans  of  the  Tyrone  boys  when  shi  j 


said  Fred,  "she  looks  sttiel 
ib.”  Poley  growled  and  thrush 
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DRESS  SHIELDS 

ivcmtd  tiav&  yMuted  ft/ 


No  matter  whether  friction,  perspiration,  or  chem¬ 
icals  spoiled  this  dress — Kleinert's  Dress  Shields 
would  have  saved  itl  Why  risk  your  dress  even 
once  when  you  can  have  the  guaranteed  protec¬ 
tion  of  genuine  Kleinert's  Shields  for  as  little  as  25< 
a  pair.  Ask  for  "Kleinert's"  at  the  Notion  Counter 
of  the  store  where  you  bought  this  mogazine. 


Whur  Allen  (left)  and  Parker  Fennelly 
>f  Soconyland  Sketches,"  NBC,  ore 
caught  by  our  camera. 


SMa  -  ' 
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Love  Story  .  .  . 
Radio  Style 


p  at:  “s  S, S',,;;:,' 

pies*  she’s  Just  forgotten  about 

-jSs-sss 


Becomes  the  Most  Popular  Girl  at  the  Party! 


3  WHAT  CAN  I  DO?  - 


Have  Thai  ,rRitzy”  Fingerwave 


f  f  m  m  i  luumm  uii 
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Announcing 
Contest  Winners 


that  Mr.  J.  R.  Ross  of  5  West 
iock  Avenue.  New  Haven.  Con- 
Xticut,  won  first  place  with  his 

'anuary  contest.  Ready?  Here  goes! 

Miss  Mildred  A.  Bradley.  Box  62. 
jhcldonvillc.  Massachusetts,  gets 
irst  honors  and  the  free  trip  to  New 
t'ork  City.  She  was  the  one  who 
e  Janie  the  best  letter  and  the 

_  paragraph  naming  her  favorite 

ho,  incidentally,  happens  to  be 
Vaync  King. 

vlEAT  and  handsome  cheeks  for  $5 
v  went  to  the  following  ten  ladies 
id  gents  as  second  prizes : 

Miss  Irene  Fike.  Lewistown.  III.; 
Irs.  Ruth  E.  Keast.  3506  W.  64th 
it.,  Chicago,  III.;  Mrs.  Augusta 
'henn,  F.  O.  Box  1317,  San  Fran- 
0,  Calif.;  Mr.  Joseph  J.  Gncn- 
r,  1170  Anchor  St..  Philadelphia, 
;  Miss  Alias  Louise  Kaye,  980 
— in  Ave..  Passaic,  N.  J.;  Mr.  Joe 
arpcntcr.  315  N.  West  St.,  Angola, 
nd.;  Miss  Nella  Burns,  315/,  E. 
th  St..  Little  Rock,  Ark.;  Miss 
lary  Sheltonn,  1701  Cerritas  Ave., 
ong  Beach.  Calif.;  Miss  Sally 
lock,  1003  E.  98th  St„  Cleveland, 
Mrs.  A.  L.  Peterson,  2384 
St.,  San  Francisco,  Calif. 

‘HE  following  third  prize  winners 
have  each  been  sent  checks  for  $1 : 
Hiss  Jewell  P.  Estes,  1000  9th  St.. 
Ipnett,  Mo.;  Miss  Beulah  Mat- 
tews,  Sperry ,^Okla. ;  Miss  Ft 


. ;  Miss  Evelyn 


>n  St.,  Dan- 
184 


. ;  Mrs. 


IcFall,  Box  “14,  Hobart, 
;  Mrs.  Kasper  II.  Blumbcrg, 
N.  Broad  St.,  Philadelphia. 
Miss  Gayle  Giblin,  1046  3rd 
S.E..  Cedar  Rapids,  la.:  Miss 
livia  Fischer,  106  W.  3rd  St., 
1,  III.;  Miss  Ruth  Wieber.  6540 
Ave.  N.W.,  Seattle,  Wash.; 
-  Mary  I.  Kerigan,  Ware  Road, 
■timer,  Mass.;  Mrs.  Loyd  Comp- 
n.  Alexandria,  Tenn.;  Miss  Eloise 
andolph.  212  N.  3rd  St.,  Harris- 
trg,  Pa.;  Miss  Rosalene  Crinttn, 
iU  1 1th  St„  Atlanta,  Ga.;  Miss 
'artha  Schindler,  5  Wilson  Ave., 
btherford,  N.  J.;  Mrs.  J.  E.  Sulli- 
n,  2704  Ave.  F.  Ensley,  Ala.; 
Jean  Cressey.  U.  S.  Veterans 
ital.  Fort  Lyon.  Colo.;  Mr.  Leo 
( Conlinued  an  page  67) 


The  Smartest  Women  Use 

FAOEN  BEAUTY  AIDS 


the  better  5  &  10£  Stores 
13 
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WARDEN  LAWES, 

MAN  SAVER! 


Meet  the  amazing  Master  of  Sing  Sing  Prison  and  read  of  the  shattered  - 

A  e  Bywiuscv  v 
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FLOPPING  WAS  A 
HABIT  WITH  HIM 


H 


By  MARY  JACOBS 


John-  MARVIN  was  at  Ms  wits’  end.  Thinking 
~  things  out  did  no  good.  There  was  no  solution. 
"Yourc  a  flop.  You’ve  always  teen  a  flop.  Here  you 
are,  twcntv-nine,  jobless,  penniless,  alone.  Why,  you 
can't  even"  raise  enough  money  to  get  to  New  York 
to  see  your  sick  wife.  You  can't  get  any  kind  of  a  job. 
A  fine  sort  of  a  man  you  are.”  Hour  after  hour  these 
words  heat  an  endless  tattoo  in  his  brain.  There  was  no 
way  of  escaping  them.  They  were  the  truth.  He  was  one 
grand  flop. 

With  slight  hope  he  organized  a  band  and  invested 
every  nickel  he  and  his  wife  could  scrape  together  to  buy  a 
tent,  a  bus  and  a  car  to  transport  the  members  of  his 
strolling  land  from  town  to  town.  The  western  states 
needed  just  that — a  jazz  band  to  play  one-night  stands  at 
theatres,  parties  and  dances.  So  he  and  Mrs.  Marvin  had 
thought.  The  public  at  large,  it  seemed,  had  an  entirely 
different  idea.  Hands  were  a  drug  on  the  market. 

Things  had  gone  front  bad  to  worse.  The  troupe  was 
stranded  in  Colorado.  A  flood  had  wiped  the  town  out ; 
food  and  shelter  were  what  the  inhabitants  needed,  not 
jazz.  To  cap  the  climax,  the  bus  was  damaged  so  badly 
in  a  cloudburst  that  it  was  a  total  loss.  Marvin  sold  the 
other  car  to  get  enough  money  to  send  Mrs.  Marvin  cast 
by  train.  She  wanted  to  have  their  baby  at  home. 

She  had  their  baby.  It  was  born  dead.  Kdna  May  hcr- 


(Above)  The  chorming  Missus  of 
that  floppingest  lonesomest  cowboy 
on  the  air.  She's  Johnny's  little  life- 
saver.  (Right)  The  star  flopper  him¬ 
self,  trying  to  make  us  believe  he's 
cooking.  We  ore  sure  that  you  ore 
only  pretending,  Johnny. 


ms sxizsir  ~rr  *  -  tl 
- Bu'  *'  *  - "  “  - 


lifeg 
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Have  you  ever  dreamed  and  sighed  for  that  world  of  romance  and  riche  I 
and  then  shaken  yourself?  Day  dreaming  is  futile!  But  is  it 
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EDDIE  CANTOR 

There  are  always  two  sides  to  an  argument,  your  side  and  the  wrong  side  k 


EDITOR'S  NOTE*  Has  a  radio  comedian  the  right  to  make  a  studio 
audience  laugh  without  immediately  explaining  that  laugh  to  his  air  audience? 
I  think  not.  Last  month,  I  wrote  somewhat  roughly  of  two  offenders,  Eddie  Cantor 
and  Ed  Wynn.  Both  gentlemen  take  issue  with  me.  So  that  you  may  view  both 
sides  of  the  controversy,  I’m  reprinting  my  own  statement — and  Eddie  Cantor's 
straight-from-the-heart  answer. 


ON  THE  OTHER  HAND  .  .  .  two  of  our  greatest 
oirshows  are  being  massacred  each  Sunday  and  Tues¬ 
day  night  by  butter-fingered  presentations.  We  refer 
to  Ed  Wynn  and  Eddie  Cantor.  Their  whole  difficulty 
arises  from  the  presence  of  radio  audiences. 

Sunday  night  after  Sunday  night  I  have  bent  o 
hopeful  ear  toward  my  loudspeaker  awaiting  Cantor's 
turn  at  the  mike.  It  comes,  ond  o  storm  of  laughter 
invades  my  ears.  Laughter  at  what?  Why  is  that 
select  studio  crowd  of  1200  people  entitled  to  laugh 
at  something  I  connot  see?  Eddie  races  into  his  script. 
A  line  is  flung  back  at  him  by  James  Wellington,  not 
very  funny,  but  a  tempest  of  laughs  soars  into  my 
parlor.  It  rises  like  a  tide  over  Cantor's  dialogue.  His 
voice  is  smothered,  and  so  is  Wellington's.  What  is 
happening? 

Nobody  ever  bothers  to  explain.  So  I  never  learn. 
None  of  us  twenty  or  thirty  millions  of  listeners  ever 
learns.  We’re  just  chumps  apparently,  not  worth 
bothering  with. 

Exactly  the  some  thing  has  happened  on  Ed  Wynn's 
show.  On  several  others,  also.  It's  a  vicious  custom, 
one  that  network  officials  should  not  permit.  Adver¬ 
tising  executives  in  charge  should  have  the  intelligence 
to  recognize  that  the  mass  of  listeners  are  being  in¬ 
sulted  by  their  high-priced  funny-men!  Ed  Wynn  and 
Eddie  Cantor  should  have  the  decency  to  realize  that 
the  place  for  them  to  be  funny  is  in  the  nation's 
parlors,  not  Studio  8H  in  Radio  City. 

If  they  don't,  I  for  one  am  in  favor  of  kicking  them 
and  all  other  similar  transgressors  out  of  the  nation's 
parlors.  What  do  you  think  about  it? 
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ANSWERS  BACK! 

But  both  sides  can  be  right  and  both  sides  very  wrong.  You  be  the  judge 


EDDIE'S  ANSWER!  If  you've  heard  the  Chase  &  Sanborn  hours  during 
the  last  few  weeks,  you've  also  heard  a  part  of  Eddie's  answer,  a  part  that  is  just 
as  significant  as  the  words  printed  over  his  signature.  He — and  Wynn,  too— 
have  begun  scrupulously  to  explain  every  item  of  laughter  that  roars  through  the 
loud  speaker.  For  which  everyone  is  grateful.  But  now,  read  in  Cantor's  own 
ringing  words,  his  reply  to  the  opposite  editorial. 


mildly. 

When  you  wrote  me  recently  thot  you  hod  written 
an  editorial  about  audfences  in  the  studio.  I  felt 
thot  as  on  editor  of  o  radio  publication  you  were 
going  to  have  some  constructive  thoughts  on  the  sub¬ 
ject.  But  after  digesting  your  comments.  I  cannot 
nelp  but  feel  that  you  have  turned  out  a  destructive 
piece  of  writing.  You  are  positively  hysterical  on  a 
subject  thot  requires  considerable  knowledge  of  the 
theatre  and  a  thorough  analysis  of  the  problem  itself. 

You  say  "Nobody  ever  bothers  to  explain." 

Did  you  know  that  the  moment  I  approach  the 
microphone  in  the  studio  the  audience  there  begins 
to  laugh?  Why?  Well,  because  I  appear  in  a  funny 
or  grotesque  costume  in  keeping  with  the  routine  I 
am  going  to  deliver  over  the  air.  And — the  first  two 
lines  of  my  script  explain  to  the  listening-in  audience 
just  what  the  studio  audience  is  laughing  at — a  cos¬ 
tume  that  a  seven- year-old  child  con  visualize  from 
the  description  given  by  Jimmy  Wollington. 

I  have  been  actively  engaged  in  the  theatre  for 
the  post  twenty-five  years,  and  I  know  of  no  person 
in  the  world  who  is  capable  of  knowing  in  advance 
whot  an  audience  is  going  to  laugh  at.  How  do  you 
expect  me  to  control  an  audience  that  my  sponsor 
provides  for  these  broadcasts?  And  why  should  I, 
when  I  let  the  air  audience  in  on  who)  they  are  tough¬ 
ing  of?  For  your  information.  Cantor  HAS'  the 
decency  to  realize  that  the  place  for  him  to  be  funny 
is  in  the  notion's  parlors— and  also  in  Studio  8H,  in 
Radio  City,  as  long  as  my  sponsors  insist  on  hoving 

How  much  of  my  programs  would  you  soy  caters 
with  laughs  for  the  studio  audience  to  the  exclusion 
of  the  listening-in  audience?  Suppose  I  odmit  to  three 
laughs — say  even  four — which  the  studio  oudience 
enjoys  to  the  bewilderment  of  my  audience  in  the 


the  notion’s  parlors?  Don’t  you  honestly  think  that 
the  instructive  things  I  attempt  in  my  programs — such 
plea  for  sofetv  in  driving,  for  Mather's  Doy 


re  than 


/eigh  with  m 


a  lough  they  might  miss?  In  my  plea  for  careful 
driving.  I  used  a  slogan.  "DRIVE  SLOWLY— WE 
LOVE  OUR  CHILDREN,"  which  has  been  adopted 
throughout  the  country  by  safety  organizations  and 
insurance  companies.  Don't  you  think  thot  more  than 
offsets  a  studio  lauqh? 

My  fan  mail  should  be  a  fairly  good  barometer  os 
to  the  reaction  of  the  radio  oudience  to  what  goes 
on  in  the  studio,  and  you  can  believe  it  or  not,  that 
in  the  thousands  of  letters  I  hove  received  since  I 
returned  to  the  air  this  season,  I  have  yet  to  find  one 
complaint  on  that  score.  The  only  answer  I  have  for 
this  is  the  fact  thot  the  radio  audience  appears  to 
be  following  my  routines  without  being  puzzled.  Other¬ 
wise.  you  can  wager  they  would  let  me  near  from  them 
in  no  unmistakable  terms. 

I’m  sincerely  sorry  tho*  in  attacking  o  problem  such 
as  this,  you  did  not  familiarize  yourself  along  the  lines 
of  "From  Tinker  to  Evers  to  Chance".  By  that  I 
mean  you  might  hove  weighed  carefully  the  opinions 
of  the  sponsors,  the  advertising  agency,  and  lost,  but 
not  least,  the  performer,  before  having  me  tossed  out 
bodily  from  the  nation’s  parlors— o  task  which,  by  the 

-  *'  '■  _er$  of  the  nation  always  perform. 

itoriols.  when  o  program  is  not 


why 


hold  «v 


I  believ 


to  be  constructive  reasons 
studio  audiences  should  be  abandoned,  by 
;ors  ond  advertising  ogencies.  They  are  bosed 
o  background  of  the  ‘neotre,  which  is  the  basis 
o)  radio.  And  some  doy.  at  your  leisure.  I  should  be 
delighted  to  discuss  them  with  you. 


y  truly  y< 


THE  UNTOLD 
STORY  OF 
RADIO'S 
NEWEST 

00/mi 


ct  that  the  course  of  true  love  docs  m 


I  F  it  is  a  fact  that 

wmmmm 
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omeone  had  to 
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OR  YOUR  THOUGHTS! 


Would  you  like  to  have  a 
duck  salesman  hanging 
around  your  house? 


that  in  the  mornings,  when  lark-like  he  merrily  sings 
ndcr  his  shower,  the  sky  is  his  limit.  Now  comb  that 
le  out  of  your  snarl  of  doubts,  Mrs.  H. 

As  to  brooding,  continues  Mrs.  Penner.  the  only  lime 
tc  ever  saw  Joe  in  that  state  since  their  marriage  was 
*  morning  there  wasn’t  any  hot  water  to  shave  with 
hd  he  was  due  at  the  pliotographcrs’  in  twenty  minutes, 
then  his  language  didn't  sound  much  like  a  brooder's, 
i.  she  admits  startlingly,  if  he  had  turned  01 


e"  Follies' 


O  he  joined  a  tent-show  and  became  one  of  the  Des- 

mmm 

jSfia 

;  of  Audience  if  anybody  wanted  to  buy  an 


I  he  took  it  After  th 

:c  s rz,. 
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Looks  like  o  porty?  It  isl  CBS  Trons-America 
Repeal  Program.  Norman  Barry  (left)  and 
Truman  Bradley  (right)  at  the  rniltes.  (Below) 
Show  Boat  Four:  Randolph  Weyant,  Scrapp 
Lambert,  Leonard  Stokes,  Robert  1 '  ' 


Scrappy 

Woody. 


y  enough.  (Below)  The  Easy  Aeos, 
his  Missus  with  Paul  Douglas,  CBS 
announcer  (standing). 
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LOVE 

is//Z6^the 

SWEETEST 

THING! 


Francis  X.  Bushman,  expert  in 
the  game  of  hearts,  tells  why 

By  ELIZABETH  WALKER 


yvmmi 

Iff* 
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ethlh  s^sira:ont  of  ,hc  squarest  shoo,CTs  1 
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MORE  INTIMATE  SHOTS 

(Top)  Howard  Claney,  NBC  an-  (Top)  John  Driggs  and  Elizabeth  Love  in  "Roses 

nouncer,  poses  for  you.  (Below)  The  and  Drums."  (Below)  Col.  Stoopnagle  and  Budd 

photographer  got  this  when  Wayne  take  Gertrude  Niesen  and  Gypsy  Nina  for  a  ride. 

King  wasn't  looking.  Like  it?  A  sleigh  ridel  And  everybody  enjoyed  it. 
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FOR  DISTINGUISHED 
SERVICE  TO  RADIO 


f  HESE  wintry  Saturday  nights 
/  have  witnessed  the  birth  and 
-Z  development  of  a  new  era  in 
Cs  mass-adventure.  When  Gree¬ 

ley  sought  the  Pole  and  his  expedition 
was  lost  in  the  white  North,  no  word  came 
out  tor  months.  When  Admiral  Peary 
dashed  heroically  to  conquer  the  uncon¬ 
querable,  when  Amundsen  and  Scott 
made  their  twin  assaults  on  the  South 
Pole,  no  news  screamed  from  newspaper 
headlines  until  their  vessels  broke  through 
the  ice  packs  and  returned  to  civilization. 


Radio  has  changed  that.  Today 
lions  of  Americans  are  accompanyin' 
Rear  Admiral  Richard  E.  Byrd  on  anothe 
Antarctic  argosy.  We  are  permitted  t 
hear  his  voice,  the  howl  of  blizzard 
blasting  wind,  and  the  bark  of  Eskim> 
dogs  as  they  sit  in  their  snow  holes  c 
Little  America. 


Because  of  radio,  we  can  visit  th 
world's  most  desolate  continent 
explore  with  the  greatest  of  moder 
explorers — all  without  moving  from  th' 
comforting  embrace  of  our  armchair  c 
the  warmth  of  our  own  fireside.  Becaus 
of  these  broadcasts  from  Little  Americ 
and  the  pulse-prodding  adventure  c 
them,  RADIO  STARS  Magaznie  tender 
to  its  sponsors  this  month’s  award  fc 
Distinguished  Service  to  Radio.  We  cor 
gratulate  the  General  Foods  Corporo 
tion,  the  Columbia  Broadcasting  Systenr 
and  the  far-sighted  executives  whc 
courageous  in  the  face  of  sometime 
unsatisfactory  reception,  have  stood  k 
their  guns  and  continued  to  present  th 
most  thrilling  five  minutes  on  the  < 
today. 


FAME  ISN'T 
ENOUGH 


-  * 1 


taughty  dressing  rooms  in  old  theatres,  cheap  bea 
'ops,  cancellations  and  the  like. 

Indelible  in  his  mind  are  his  boyhood  days.  His  fathci 
ad  all  he  could  do  to  take  care  of  the  brood  of  Perlmans, 
ack  had  to  sell  papers,  shine  shoes  and  live  in  the  poorest 
.ttion  of  New  York's  East  Side,  a  locale,  by  the  way, 
hat  has  harbored  some  of  Broadway's  and  radio’s  great- 
Cantor,  Jolson,  Jessel  and  Pearl, 
is  one  of  a  large  family  that  lived  in  a  few 
ramped  rooms.  Like  any  small  group  living  in  such 
niarters,  it  gave  each  one  of  them  the  fervent  hope  that 
bme  day  their  own  children  would  be  better  off.  Warmth 
|nd  gregariousness  thrives  in  such  surroundings.  Jack 
‘earl  proudly  retains  this  heritage  of  less  comfortable 


i’Surin 


ing  the  long  uphill. climb  to  fame  and  fortune,  he 
tet  pretty,  little  Winifred  Desborough,  and  fell  in  love 
■ith  her.  They  had  one  of  those  brief  courtships  tliat 
re  so  common  among  show  people  due  to  the  irregularity 
f  their  lives.  They  married.  It  was  the  licst  thing  he 
lrer  did.  She,  too.  came  from  Icss-than-moderate  circum- 
ances ;  she  too  sought  fame.  But  there  was  no  large 
amily  of  whom  she  had  to  think.  Both  her  parents  had 
led  before  she  was  a.  year  old.  She  looked  to  her  hus- 
and  for  a  guiding  hand,  for  he  was  all  she  had.  With 
partner  like  that,  Jack  found  the  going  easier.  With  a 
Oman  he  loved  at  his  side,  the  beans  tasted  like  a  Wal- 
orf  dinner,  and  a  drab  hotel  room  seemed  like  a  suite 
t  the  Rita. 

So  busy  was  the  aggressive  Pearl  in  reaching  the  top 
ung  in  his  field,  and  so  reassuring  was  his  wife's  land, 
iat  they  had  little  time  for  the  usual  domesticities  of 
Buried  life.  Children  at  that  time  were  well  nigh  im- 
ossible.  But  don't  think  Jack  didn't  want  them.  It  was 
untinually  on  his  mind.  Between  hops  from  town  to 
1 —  -  ■*— -  toured  the  vaude-  ( Continual  on  patje  90) 


By  OGDEN  MAYER 
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A  year  ago  it  was  unthinkable  — this  business  of  broadcasting  opera  as; 
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here's  something  to  ponder  over.  Fay  VVelib 
v'allee.  who  has  been  spending  her  spare  time  suing  Hubby 
Rudy  Vallce  for  one  thing  ami  another,  charges  that  Rudy 
s  in  love  with  his  girl  singer,  Alice  Faye.  Rudy  says  he 
'sn't.  Alice  says  huh — un.  And  to  complicate  matters, 
he  rumor  has  reached  us  front  Hollywood  that  after 
[Lanny  Ross  met  Miss  Faye  under  the  California  sun  his 
teart  weakened.  And  the  same  rumor  said  Miss  Faye's 
heart  wasn't  any  too  strong  in  the  matter.  All  this  comes 
ifter  I-anny  told  Adele  Whitcly  Fletcher,  whose  story. 
■'I  will  never  marry,’’  appears  in  this  issue. 


F  you’ve  been  reading  your  local  papers  regularly  dur- 
ng  the  past  couple  of  months,  you've  found  out  a  lot  of 
htngs  about  Rudy  which  you  probably  didn't  know 
efore.  First,  Mrs.  Fay  Webb  Vallce  filed  suit  to  restrain 
Rudy  from  getting  a  divorce  outside  New  York  stale, 
she  said  she's  heard  Rudy  was  considering  a  Mexican 
I  livorce  so  he  could  marry  Alice  Faye.  Rudy  won  that 
S  ound.  Then  she  sued  to  set  aside  their  separate  main- 
■  enance  agreement  whereby  she  was  receiving  $100  a  week. 

she  asked  for  $7,450  monthly.  "The  whole  thing  is  a 
*  tick-up,"  said  Rudy's  attorney  at  the  time.  Fay  accused 
I  lie  crooner  with  misconduct  with  a  "Jane  Doe,  No.  3,  of 
-os  Angeles,"  with  two  more  Jane  Does  and  blonde  Alice 
t  i'aye.  Rudy  hit  back  by  playing  some  records  of  alleged 
I  deplume  conversations  between  Mrs.  Vallec  and  Gary 
'  -eon.  adagio  dancer,  which  were  obtained,  it  is  said,  by 
neans  uf  an  extension  to  Fay's  bedroom  phone.  The 
»  -eeords  had  to  do  with  Fay  telling  Gary  she  was  in  the 
tude  and  with  Gary  saying  he'd  like  to  sec  her  etc.,  etc. 
Rudy  said  that  wasn't  all.  He'll  probably  sue  for 


is  the  only  grounds  for  suit.  Really,  it's  a  muddled  affair 
but,  as  usual,  we  re  lietting  on  Rudy. 


Here'S  red  hot  news  extraordinary!  Gary  Evans 
Crosby  will  have  either  a  brother  or  sister  by  fall.  In 
other  words,  Hing  and  Dixie  t-ec  are  saving  Gary's  clothes 
for  anticipated  use. 

Sound  Engineer  ( fra  Nichols  of  CBS  is  a  grand¬ 
mother.  Thev  sav  the  little  one  was  born  without  the 
aid  of  sound  efforts. 

During  a  broadcast  by  John  McCormack,  the  tenor, 
not  so  long  ago,  the  engineer  in  the  control  room  got  a 
phone  call  telling  him  he  was  a  father.  McCormack  sang 
a  lullabyc  the  next  week  and  dedicated  it  to  the  babe. 

While  we’re  telling  tales,  we  might  as  well  break 
the  sad  news  that  many  of  the  stars  you  hear  don't  have 
the  same  names  in  private  liic  as  they  do  over  the  loud- 
sjreakers.  Here  are  the  real  names  of  some  of  them : 
Mildred  Bailey  is  really  Mrs.  Kenneth  Norvo.  Boakc 
Carter  was  christened  Harold  T.  H.  Carter.  Bing  Cros¬ 
by’s  real  name  is  Harry  Lillis  Crosby.  Jr.  Edward  Britt 
H using  is  Ted's  right  tag.  Anne  Leaf  Kleinert  changed 
her  name  to  Ann  Leaf.  And  how  do  you  like  the  singing 
of  Edith  Fernandez  Or  maybe  you  know  her  as  Edith 
Murray  on  CBS.  In  the  "Bill  and  Ginger"  program  Bill 
is  known  to  the  loudspeaker  as  Lyn  Murray.  He's  really 
Lionel  Breeze.  I  f  von  want  to  call  Will  Orliome  by  his 
real  name,  call  him  William  Osborne  Oliphant.  z\nnouncer 
S3 
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By  FRANCIS 
BARR  MATTHEWS 


_  is  busy  entertaining? 

Let's  drop  in  on  Riuly  Vallec  some  evening  and  listen 
to  his  records.  He  has  some  honeys. 

Would  things  have  been  different  if  Fay  Webb  had 
lieen  an  entertainer,  too,  and  had  shared  liis  professional 
life  with  him? 

If  Alice  Faye  and  Rudy  marry  after  his  divorce,  as 
they  say  they  won’t  and  everyone  else  says  they  will,  we’ll 
have  the  perfect  test  case  for  the  private-versus-public- 
wife  debate. 

Fay  Webb  was  a  real  radio  widow,  desperately  jealous 
of  her  husband’s  work,  particularly  at  the  time  he  was 
exploiting  Frances  Langford.  (She  insisted  that  Rudy 
turn  Frances  over  to  another  exploiter !) 

At  the  time  Rudy  and  Fay  were  married,  he  said  to  re¬ 
porters,  "I've  got  to  think  about  my  program  now— the 
honeymoon  will  have  to  wait.” 

When  Fay  later  went  to  the  coast  she  told  Rudy.  “You 
must  choose  between  your  ambitions  and  me!" 

Although  at  that  time  love  conquered  all  and  Rudy 
gave  up  several  contracts  to  be  with  his  wife,  eventually 


WOULD 
YOU  WANT  A 
PRIVATE  OR 


PUBLIC  Wl 


he  had  to  get  back  to  work. 

So  the  beautiful  mansion  which  Rudy  built  for  them 
in  California  became  a  “broken-dream  house." 

On  the  other  hand.  Alice  Faye  is  one  of  Rudy’s  pro¬ 
tegees  and  consequently  would  lie  better  able  to  under¬ 
stand  his  problems.  You’ll  remcmlier  that  during  the 
recent  legal  fracas  between  the  Vallees,  Alice  was  play¬ 
ing  Juliet  to  Rudy's  Romeo  on  the  Fox  lot  in  sunny 
Hollywood.  And  Alice  is  present  at  all  his  radio  re¬ 
hearsals  and  performances.  She  has  to  be.  It’s  part  of 
her  job.  They  tell  me  that  absence  doesn't  make  the 
heart  grow  fonder  if  you  happen  to  have  a  jealous  nature! 


(Top,  left)  Rudy  Volloe  ond  Alice  Faye.  Gossip  he  i 
it  that  Rudy  would  make  Alice  "Mrs."  if  he  wt  - 
t —  i.  j-  —  a..*  ,u*  a.  Anyway,  |* 

about  girls  ■ 
rs.  Paul  Whit.  * 
lional  musicic  ;i 


*  to  do  so.  But  we  doubt  its  truth.  Anyway.  I 
it  goes  to  show  what  they  say  about  girls  I 
blic  life.  (Top.  right)  Mr.  r~*  »-■ 


RADIO  STARS 


RADIO  STARS 


THE  BAND  BOX 


broadcasts  from  his  own 
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Aust  your  child  have  dramatic  training?  Musical  training?  No!  What  then? 
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FOOD  FIT 
FOR  KINGS 
OF  THE  AIR! 

Glamour  in  fish?  Most  certainly! 
says  Fred  Waring,  who  know:' 
how  to  catch  and  cook  then- 


in  grand  style 


By  MRS.  ALICE  PAIGE  MUNROE 


(Above)  Note  the  starry 
eyed  beauty  of  Jane 
Froman,  and  the  notural 
curve  of  her  eyebrows. 
(Right)  Tamara,  whose 


What  kind  of  eyes 
do  you  have?  What 
do  they  tell  the 
world  about  you? 


•YES  have  things  all  their  own 
P“  way  when  they  are  on  the  job. 
it  how  to  keep  them  on  the  job, 

•th  all  their  expression  and  mean- 

Many  a  girl  knows  the  tricks 
l  at  eyes  will  do,  but  when  she  looks  ini 
heart  fails  within  her.  Her  eves  lo 
,  What  is  -  '  '  ’ 


By  CAROLYN 
BELMONT 


That's  just  about  tl 
to  express  the  feeling 


'  AuT’thTs  preamble  means,  of  course,  that  eyes,  like 


may  be 

„  >wn  expression  ful 

place  in  the  world  where  you  be¬ 
long?  Eyes  may  be  beautiful  and  still  need  care  and 
attention.  They  may  he  inconspicuous  and  tin  noticeable 

Siiii^sS 
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n  learn  to  play  all  the  concertos  in  the  world,  lmt  if 
where  do  you  ever  expect  to 
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Incle  Answer  Man,  hot  and 
bthered  about  this  month's 
^rail,  gives  you  a  load  of 
<sa  and  data  about  thisa 
<id  thata.  Are  yuh  readin'? 
la  knows  all  the  answers 


>  ■- 


rtor  Hucr,  Edgar  Stelhi. 

Q.  Is  Isham  Jones  married? 

A.  Well,  wc  sorta  asked  him  ta 
illy,  and  he  said:  “After  eight  years 


Q.  You  never,  never  print  any- 


A.  Well,  if  I  must.  I  must.  First 
all.  he’s  married.  Prior  to  that. 
:  was  born  in  Troy,  New  York,  on 
ctober  18th,  but  I  can’t  pin  him 
>wn  to  the  year.  He’s  a  blond- 
headed  fellow  with  light  complexion, 
weighs  170  pounds  and  is  five  feet, 
tchcs  tall.  Yor  ’  1 


reer  at  KFKX,  Hastings,  Ne-  A.  No,  no  and  no.  And  don’t  let  you  in  I  le,artnat 
-aska,  where  he  announced,  sang,  to  catch  you  asking  ttat  one  again 


Q.  What's  Rudy  Vallce's  real 

A.  What,  you  mean  to  say  that  you 
don’t  know  that  from  an  early  age 
the  scion  of  that  old  Maine  family 
was  named  Hubert  Pryor  Vallee  ? 

+  Q.  We’ve  just  got  to  know  the 

fpS 
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.  Q.  You  must  tel,  us  something 


tat,  anyhow.  I  mean  to  say,  thank 
goodness.  Radio  Stars  has  the  story 
on  page  . IS. 


+  H-SgleT^^"1 

A.  Davidson,  Tennessee, 
she’s  single  and  she’s  very  attra 
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Ben  Bernie  Unmasked— By  His  Son! 


page  33) 


about  himself.  And  although  Jason  knew,  even  as  do 
you  and  I  and  millions  of  other  radio  fans,  all  about  his 
father’s  fame,  Jason’s  hard-boiled  Manhattan  gang  de¬ 
manded  black-and-white  evidences  of  it.  “For  all  we 
know,"  they  implied,  "maybe  nobody  outside  of  New 
York  or  Chicago  ever  heard  of  him.” 

The  maestro,  infurmed  of  this,  simply  smiled  good- 
naturedly.  liven  when  Jason  would  argue.  "You  make  me 
save  up  school  notices  of  things  I  do  in  athletics  and  the¬ 
atricals  and  I  catch  you  showing  off  the  clippings  to  your 
friends.”  To  all  of  which  the  maestro,  one  day,  made 
final  reply:  “I-istcn,  Junior,  I’m  just  a  hard-working  fid¬ 
dler.  And  next  time  your  gang  asks  about  that  book  of 
triumphs  that  I  haven't  got  time  to  keep,  tell  them  that 
your  pop's  more  interested  in  fan  letters  that  pan  him 
now  and  then.  Keeps  him  on  his  toes.  So  forget  scrap¬ 
books,  junior.” 

But,  of  course,  Jason  couldn’t  forget  any  such  things. 
And  he  wished  his  father  wouldn’t  call  him  Junior.  It 
made  him  feel  too  young.  Hut  his  father,  believing  that 
childhood  was  a  wonderful  state  and  that  one  should  re¬ 
main  in  it  as  long  as  possible,  kept  it  up.  "Yow-suh, 
Junior,"  he’d  say.  Or,  “Meet  Junior."  Or,  "Good  shot, 


hj  OVV  Jason  is  still  at  that  age  when  lie  wants  his  great- 
•  v  cst  hero,  who  is  his  father,  to  take  himself  seriously. 
He  didn't  approve  of  his  father's  lack  of  dignity.  The 
time,  for  instance,  that  he  insisted  upon  going  ice-skating 
with  Jason  when  the  maestro  never  hatl  been  on  the  ice 
before  in  all  his  life.  Well,  says  Jason,  in  less  time  than 
it  takes  to  tell  it,  the  maestro  found  himself  sitting  flat 
on  the  cold  ice  with  hundreds  of  onlookers  rocking  in 
amusement.  And,  asks  Jason,  “Do  you  call  that  right  for 
a  man  of  his  reputation?  And,  say,  the  way  he’d 

Whereupon  Jason  colorfully  described  his  fath¬ 
er's  addiction  to  wearing  old  clothes  in  off-pro¬ 
fessional  hours.  There  was  that  overcoat,  for 
instance.  Jason  said  it  looked  like  bear-skin 
that  had  been  shaved  down  with  a  lawn-mower. 

“Had  the  clothes.”  explains  the  boy,  “but  he 
wouldn't  wear  them.  Just  didn't  care 
enough,  he'd  say.  about  such  tilings.” 

And  another  thing  was  the  way  his 
father  wouldn't  rest  enough.  "He’d  work 
like  crazy  day  and  night,  and  then  when  he 
did  have  a  day  off.  say.  in  Chicago,  would 
hr  take  things' easy?  Like  fun.  He'd  take 
a  train  to  New  York  so  he  could  spend  a 
few  hours  with  us  and  then,  scram!  Back 
to  his  band  for  an  extra  rehearsal  that  they 
probably  didn't  even  need." 

Then  there  was  the  extent  to  which  the  maestro 
smoked.  “Twenty-two  'heaters'  a  day,"  said  Jason. 

“Oh,  I  understand  why.  He  works  hard  and  when 
he's  tireil  a  cigar  kind  of  gives  him  something  to  hang 
on  to.  But,  for  Pete's  sake!  Twenty-two  a  day!” 

More  offenses,  too  numerous  to  describe,  kept  piling 
up.  And  then  abruptly,  cyclonically.  came  Jason's  big 


ONE  night,  Jason,  who  at  that  time  could  sing  in  such 
a  lilting  soprano  that  he  was  given  all  the  leading 
feminine  roles  in  school  musical  productions,  kissed  his 
66 


|iarents  and  trotted  off  to  lied  warbling  around  high 
But  the  following  morning  he  startled  both  parents  an 
self  by  cracking  open  his  breakfast  eggs  to  the  tune 
"On  the  Road  to  Mandalay"  in  a  roaring  baritone, 
mean  to  say  that  overnight  Jason  Bernic’s  voice  t 
changed  and.  forthwith,  his  father's  life.  “From  now  l 
you’re  taking  orders  from  me"  (or  words  to  that  effect 
boomed  Jason  in  his  new  man’s  voice.  And  the  macstr 
too  astonished  and  full  of  pride  to  reply,  meekly  enoug 
took  these  orders  until  Jason  was  satisfied  that  liis  fatb 
was  a  better  man. 

'  Then  meet  the  new  Ben  Bernie.  folks.  Today  there 
an  ever-thickening  scrapbook  in  his  home  and  the  maesti 
smokes  denicotimzed  cigars.  Today  the  maestro  cuts 
handsome  dido  on  the  avenue  in  new  suits  and  tics  at 
hats  and  has  promised  faithfully  nut  to  use  the  old  b!ad 
blue  coat  anymore  except  in  cases  of  blizzard.  Toda 
if  tile  maestro  has  a  brief  period  of  rest  when  he’s  f; 
from  home,  his  family  come  to  see  hi 
All  of  which  finally  led  to  a  truce 
son.  It  occurred  at  station  \VJZ  the  other  day  afti 
Jason  had  made  his  successful  radio  debut  via  songs  ar, 
dialogue  with  a  school  friend,  Davcy  Sachs.  Incidental) 
Jason  thinks  that  broadcasting  is  swell  work.  But  he 
not  allowed  to  give  it  much  time,  yet.  First  he  must  finis 
school— he's  a  high  school  Junior — and  then  study  lav 
"Must?”  I  echoed,  marvelling.  “Who  says  must  I 
you?”  Jason  smiled  sheepishly.  “Don’t  get  me  wrong 
.  .  he  said.  “I  follow  Dad's  advice.  Tl 

Ben  s  son,  only  lr<)ub]c  is  |hat  he  Iiever  wou|d  Rjl 
Jason.  himself  any." 


So  Jason  looks  fori 


gether,  and  spoke  « 
bravely.  “Son,”  he  began,  with 
pleading  look  that  bespoke  a  great  weariness  of  beir 
^innerlted,  “now  that  you  have  some  idea  of  what  a  broat 
5t  go  through  in  a  day,  will  vou  lay  off  me?; 
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lew  informal  shots  of 
our  favorites.  Watch 
>r  them  in  the  next  issue 


Everybody  notices  “Tattle-Tale  Gray” 
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work  a  Magic  Spell! 


Have  ALLURING  EYES 
Like  Peg’s  Tonight 
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Don’t  Tuck  GRAY  HAIRS  j  ' - 

out  of  sight  Programs  Day  by  Day 


Let  Others 
Envy  YOU 
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He'll  Be  Faithful 


Jot  ^ 


oming!  A  story  on 
J  Pearce,  favorite 
Zest  Coast  Master  of 
Ceremonies. 
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“Comfort”  foot  aii 


'onston,  III. 


After  reading  ft 
'  in  his  story  of  Fa 

cSradjwoAaffleachingCream  interesting  st 


i  Skinner  made 
g  Priest,  on  page 
Final  installment  of  this 
e  of  RADIO  STARS. 
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Amazing  New  Kind 
of  COOK  BOOK 


Food  Fit  for  Kings  of  the  Air 
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If  You  Want  to  Be  Beautiful 


</lave  ~JheSo 
Complexion  Caulh  ? 


Resinol 


STREAKED 
HAIR?  rV. 


Warden  Lawes— 
Man  Saver! 
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Hon  lace 

the  Only  Shelf  Paper 
with  the  DOUBLE  EDGE! 


•  Feels  and  Looks  like  Cloth! 

•  Never  Curls  . .  .  Never  Musses! 

•  Lasts  4  Times  Longer  I 


Here's  something  for 
you  Wayne  King  fans. 
RADIO  STARS  will  have 
a  beautiful  color  portrait 
of  Wayne  on  its  front 
cover  next  month.  It's 
an  exclusive  picture 
posed  especially  for 
RADIO  STARS  and 
painted  in  natural  colors 
by  Marland  Stone. 

Watch  for  it. 
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dinner?  Don’t  you  realize  you’d  be  de- 
I  priving  someone  of  his  meal  by  trying  to 
sneak  in  a  second  one?”  This  demeanor 
was  surprising  because  it  was  the  prisoner’s 
first  infraction  during  the  two  years  he 
had  been  a  resident  there. 

He  kept  quiet  for  quite  awhile.  Finally 
he  broke  down  and  confessed  the  truth. 

“It  wasn’t  for  a  second  dinner  I  went 
back  into  line,”  he  admitted.  “As  I  was 
leaving  the  mess  hall  they  began  to  play 
'Silent  Night,  Holy  Night,’  on  the  radio. 

*  This  tune  has  always  been  my  wife’s  favor¬ 
ite,  and  mine.  I  knew  she  and  our  little  girl 
would  be  listening  in,  thinking  of  me.  I 
just  had  to  hear  it.  Getting  in  line  again 
was  the  only  excuse  I  could  think  of  for 

;  staying  in  the  room.” 

Warden  Lawes  and  his  cast  recently  re¬ 
enacted  this  scene  for  his  radio  audience. 
The  next  day  he  was  visited  by  a  middle- 
aged  woman  who  had  come  all  the  way 
from  New  Jersey  to  talk  with  him.  Her 
'h  eyes  were  red  from  weeping.  She  had  with 
|  her  a  7-year-old  boy  who  seemed  greatly 
surprised  by  the  whole  proceeding. 

Between  sobs  she  explained  her  visit. 

*  "Seven  years  ago  my  husband,  Harry,  got 
into  a  drunken  brawl.  He  claimed  some¬ 
one  had  insulted  him.  He  was  a  big  strong 

i<  man,  good  natured  when  things  went  his 
T  way,  but  with  a  terrible  temper  if  he  was 
aroused.  He  almost  broke  the  man  in  half, 
y  He  was  sentenced  for  brutal  assault  and  is 
in  your  prison. 

“I  felt  he  had  disgraced  me.  The  day 
he  was  sentenced  I  told  him  I  never  wanted 
to  see  him  again.  He  wrote  me  three  times 
-  from  prison.  The  letters  were  sent  right 
back  unopened.  I  was  terribly  bitter  against 
;  his  conduct.  It  had  taken  away  our  home, 

$  our  whole  happiness. 

“We  moved  away  to  another  city,  to 
I  begin  all  over  again.  I  instructed  the 
children  to  say  their  father  was  dead.  I 
1  represented  myself  as  a  widow.  I  was  half¬ 
crazy  with  worry.  I  was  going  to  have 
I,  another  baby. 

>  “Somehow  we  managed.  A  few  months 
5  later  our  youngest  son,  this  boy,  was  born. 

I  thought  it  best  to  cut  the  present  and 
i.  past  cleanly  apart.  I  didn’t  tell  him  his 
'■  father  was  a  jailbird.  My  family  felt  I  was 
I:  right.  They  took  care  of  the  boy  and  our 
I  other  two  children  and  I  went  to  work. 

i  “My  husband  never  tried  to  get  in  touch 
I-  with  me  after  I  sent  back  his  letters.  I 
ft  never  again  heard  anything  at  all  of  him  1 
ft  from  then  until  this  day. 

I  “But  when  I  heard  you  tell  the  story  of 
«  the  prisoner  who  risked  punishment  just 
I  to  feel  he  was  listening  to  the  same  song 
I-  his  dear  wife  and  daughter  were  hearing.  I 
I  felt  that  perhaps  I  was  in  the  wrong.  I’d 
I  like  to  see  my  husband.  I’d  like  to  tell  him 
jl  we  miss  him,  and  the  children  would  love 
!  to  have  him  come  back.  I’d  like  to  tell 
I  him  how  sorry  I  am  and  show  him  our 
■■  youngest  whom  he  has  never  seen.” 

Her  husband  turned  out  to  be  an  inmate 
I:  whom  everyone  liked,  clearly  not  the  type 
|  of  man  you’d  associate  with  a  prison.  The 
f  Warden  and  mailing  staff  had  often  won- 
dered  why  he  had  never  taken  advantage 

*  of  the  opportunity  to  write  his  family  once 
a  week  at  the  state’s  expense.  His  fellow 
prisoners  had  wondered  why  no  one  came 

'  to  see  him  on  Sunday. 

I  This  woman  and  her  husband  were  recon- 
I  ciled.  By  the  time  you  read  this,  he  will  be 
a  free  man.  I’m  willing  to  stake  my  bottom 
|  dollar  on  the  fact  that  he’s  learned  his 
I  lesson,  and  will  steer  clear  of  saloons, 

I  speakeasies  and  liquor  anywhere  or  in  any 
1  form.  This  man,  thanks  to  Warden  Lawes, 

|  will  prove  a  valuable  law-abiding  member 
of  society. 

These  few  instances  of  men  who  have 
I  been  inspired  to  new  lives  give  you  some 
slight  idea  of  how  invaluable  and  far  reach- 
|  ing  is  radio  and — Warden  Lawes ! 


offers  you  these 
and  more 

Do  you,  too,  want  to  get  into 
|  !  Broadcasting?  Do  you  want  to  have 

your  voice  brought  into  thousands 
of  homes  all  over  the  land?  If  you 
do,  then  here’s  your  big  opportunity 
The  Floyd  Gibbons  School  of 
Broadcasting  was  founded  to  bring  you  the 
training  that  will  start  you  on  the  road  io 
Broadcasting  success.  This  new  easy  Course 
gives  you  a  most  complete  and  thorough  train¬ 
ing  in  Broadcasting  technique.  It  shows  you 
how  to  solve  every  radio  problem  from  the 
standpoint  of  the  Broadcast — gives  you  a  complete 
training  in  every  phase  of  actual  Broadcasting. 
Through  this  remarkable  Course  you  can  train  for 
a  big  paying  Broadcasting 
position — right  in  your  home 
— in  your  spare  time — entirely 
without  giving  up  your  pres¬ 
ent  position — and  acquire  the 
technique  that  makes  Radio 
Stars. 

Send  for  Valuable  FREE 
Booklet 

An  interesting  booklet  en¬ 
titled  “How  to  Find  Your 
Place  in  Broadcasting’’  tells 
you  the  whole  fascinating 


story  of  the  Floyd  Gibbons  School  of  Broad¬ 
casting.  No  cost  or  obligation.  Act  now — send 
coupon  below  today.  Floyd  Gibbons  School  of 
Broadcasting,  Dept.  4D37,  U.  S.  Savings  Bank 
Building,  2000  14th  Street,  N.  W.,  Washing¬ 
ton,  D.  C. 


Floyd  Gibbons  School  of  Broadcasting 

2000  14th  St.  N.  W.,  Dept.  4D37,  Washington,  D.  C. 

Without  obligation  send  me  your  free  booklet  "How 
to  Find  Your  Place  in  Broadcasting”  and  full  particulars 
of  your  home  study  Course. 


Please  Print  or  Write  Name  plainly 

Address . 

City .  . State... 


These  smiling  faces  belong  to  the  Landt  Trio  and  White  heard  at  9:15  a.m. 
EST  over  NBC's  red  network.  Left  to  right,  Karl,  Jack  and  Howard  Landt 
with  Howard  White  at  the  piano. 


You  can  train  for 
a  big  paying 
position  in  Broad¬ 
casting  as  an: 
Announcer 
Singer 
Actor 

Musical  Director 

Program  Manager 

Sales  Manager 

Advertising 

Publicity 

Musician 

Reader 

Writer 

Director 
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stopped  sighing  through  the  Memphis  sta-  she  had  a  car.  Not  a  big  one— a  Pootia 
ijoiyhc  had  a  pathwrticjonging  tor  the  life  perhaps.  On  her  way  to  buy-  it._she 

music  store  and  swept  out  before  the  surprised  sale 

She  didn't  know  anyone  was  listening  matt  could  get  his  breath, 
ihat  lucky  day  when  the  Victor  recording  Irene  rarely  mixes  with  the  people  < 
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BIG  READING  ONLY  25c 


RADIO  STARS  will  begin  in  its  next  issue  a  new  series 
of  stories  that  will  take  up  the  historic,  pioneering 
stations  of  America.  No  magazine  has  ever  before 
covered  these  stations  in  the  way  that  we  shall  cover 
them.  WOR  of  Newark,  N.  J.,  is  the  first  in  the  list  to 
be  described.  We  also  wish  to  announce  at  this  time 
that  the  "Programs  Day  by  Day"  will  henceforth 
regularly  appear  on  page  66  of  RADIO  STARS. 
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